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True Confessions of a Middle-Aged Drama Queen 


Author's Notes: 

For those of you new to Rockfic, this story will be new. To the old followers, itll seem a bit more familiar. It 
was just one of a series of stories | posted and then removed for reconstruction early last year. | will slowly 
be adding more of my originals, so as to not FLOOD the New Releases, in the weeks to come. But | thought it 
appropriate to begin with the very first ever RPS | ever wrote, which ended up going to the top-l0 on 
rockfic's charts back in its heyday..we'll just have to see how it does now! Thanks and sorry for the 


confusion..Jamie 


True Confessions of a Middle-age Drama Queen 


W. Axl Rose 


My very first thought, the first time | found my Mom's Bible, | thought, "That's a fucking awesome-looking 
book. | wonder if I'll get it when she's dead." 


| do NOT want to turn thirty Today! 


| peel of last night's leather and trip into the shower. The water's cold no matter how | turn the knob. You'd 
think we'd be able to afford something better than these cheap-ass hotels... 


The manager had better start booking better shit, or he's going to get replaced. | can only handle shit like this 
for so long. 


| don't want to be an old man..l'm not ready for this yet! 


| looked into the mirror real hard last night and so far, so good..no lines or shit yet. | feel like a fucking drag 


queen.. 
| carefully smoke a cigarette and wash my hair. You know, if there's one thing being on the road has taught 
me..it's how to smoke and do..something..at the same time. Whatever that something is. You know, eating, 


drinking... 


Down a Jack with a Winston in the corner of your mouth. You don't actually taste the shit, just let it go down. 
But it looks cool. 


Slash taught me that. 
"Heyyyy!" Steven's slur is unmistakable. "Where's our fucking birthday boy?" 


He must be wandering around my room, calling me like a lost dog. I'm going to kill that fucker if its the last 
thing | ever.. 


"What the hell do you want?" | throw a towel around my waist and flop out of the shower. Steven's hand is 


reaching for the knob when | open the door. 


"Heyyyy" 


"Shut the hell up," | push past him-its a fucking challenge to push past a guy about twice your size, and 


harrier-and walk back into my room. 


"Hold still, will ya?" He grabs my arm and suddenly l'm thrust out into the hallway, towel and all. "Got a 


surprise for ya." 


I'm barely a foot from my room, trying like hell to claw my way back IN, and Steven grabs my shoulders and 
turns me around and..there's..oh Jesus, Fuck. Everybody. 


Duff stands there with a cake with red icing, a (rose.?) on top. He's grinning, leaning into Slash, who holds one 


of his lighters. "We could only find one candle," Duff explains. 

The cigarette is sticking up out of the sloppy rose-looking red blob in the center..like a bad erection. 
My headache is coming back.. "Can | fucking get some clothes on?," | beg. 

"You don't want some?" Izzy's already digging in. 


"Fuck off, you guys!” | pull away from Steven's big rough drummer hands, and throw myself back into the 
safety of my room. 


‘Guess not," | hear him say. 

And | saw that look on Duff's face. That stupid fuck. He's too fucking soft. 

| get dressed. | should go back out there. Fuck, you could at least have said thanks, Ax. | push open the door 
after about a minute. There's no cake, no Slash, no pouting Duff. | walk across the hall, down a few elevators 
and up a couple doors. Pretty soon | hear laugher. Room II2 is open a little, | push through and into the bigger 
suite. Duff insisted that he and Slash share a room. 

Me, | wanted one..you know. Away from everything. 

There's my abandoned cake, on the counter. | stick my finger in. The frosting's good. The cake looks like shit. 


Duff probably made it from a box..well he tried There's about a half of it left. | walk in to the living area and 
Steven stops me by the arm. "Hey," | say. 


"Heyyyy" 

Oh Jesus... "Thanks," | offer, searching for another cigarette. 

"For what? Oh, the cake..?" 

"Yeah." | let my hair hide my eyes. 

"welcome." He grins and lights my cig with his lighter. "Happy birthday, you fuck head" 
| hate life sometimes. 

| hated that fucking Bible, no matter how cool it looked. 

Mom ended up leaving it to Sarah. 


Fuck her. The bitch. 


| don't want to turn 301 
Thirty fucking years old.. 


Steven reaches a hand around my waist, and pulls me close. "Hey. Come on, you know you're fucking hot Axl.” 


His breath smells like Jack, but on him..it's not so bad. 


"| don't need your pity, you fucker.." | try to push away but again his hands are wrapped all the way around 


me. 

"Just wanted you to know. You're a day older. Who the hell cares?" 

"Not me," | lie. 

He grabs me into a quick kiss on the cheek before | can scramble away..and then he's gone, just like that. 
And | guess I'm left staring at his back. "what the hell." | mutter. 


Jesus fuck..| can't believe I'm turning 30.. 


